THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"But what I mean/' he returned with a despairing
precision of speech, "is, do you like them to eat?"

"Stinkhorns?"

"No, mushrooms."

"I like them better than almost anything else, but I
hardly ever touch them."

"Do you mean they don't agree with you?"

"No, they agree with me perfectly."

"Then I'm afraid, my dear sir, your remarks seem a
little paradoxical."

"It was in this county of Somerset, I believe," I
continued, and curiosity made him keep silence, "that
. . . but have you heard of Andre Simon?"

"Do you mean the wine man?"

"Yes, and the food man, and the book man, and the
garden man and a very fine man. Well, in one of his
books he gives a list of menus he has had. Once he told a
man he liked mushrooms. He came all this way to dine
with him. What did he have? Mushroom soup, sole
with mushrooms, chicken with mushrooms, and mush-
rooms on toast. I forget the rest, but that was enough;
there may or may not have been a mushroom sweet."

"Ah, I see, so you were merely joking."

"Not at all. Nine times out of ten they come on as a
savoury. I have a very moderate appetite and by the
time they are reached I have stopped eating. So I have
to admire them from a distance."

He looked as one who had forgotten what he had
meant to say. He glanced at his watch and then, crying:
"I must get on, good night, sir, good night," ran out.
*             *             *             #
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